Prof. Davidson, 
Fugitive Poet, 
Dies at 7? 


Donald Davidson, imterna 
tionally renowned poet, essay- 
ist and historian who helped 
found the famed ‘Fugitive’ 
group here in the 1920s, died 
vesterday morning at his 
home, 410 Fairfax Ave 

Services will be at 10 a.m 
tomorrow at Martin’s & 
Bracey-Welsh Funeral Home 
Msgr, Joseph Siener will of- 
ficiate. Burial will be in Cal- 
vary Cemetery. 

Honorary pallbearers will 
be members of the English 
Department at Vanderbilt Uni- 
versity and the Coffee House 
Club, of which Davidson was 
a member. 

Davidson, 72, was professo! 
emeritus of English at Van 
derbilt, where he taught full 
time for 45 years before re- 
liring in 1965. 


DURING HIS career al the 
university, Davidson turned 
out poems, books of history, 
essays, critical articles and 
other works al a prolific rate. 
He was considered one of the 
foremost living American 
poels. 

Davidson continued to write 
after his retirement from 
Vanderbilt, until he recently 
became ill with a heart ail- 
ment, 

Because of his illness, 
Davidson was unable to attend 
the Southern Literary Festival 
last week at the University 
of Dallas, which attracted 
four other “Fugitive’’ poets, 

The “Fugitives” were unique 
in American literary history, 
deriving their name from pub- 
lication of their poetry maga- 
zine, “The Fugitive.” 


MOST OF THE “Fugitive” 
writers were either teacher's 
or students at Vanderbilt, and 
included such people as Pulit- 
zer Prize winner Robert Penn 
Warren, John Crowe Ransom, 
Allen Tate, and Andrew Lytle. 

The essays, poems and sto- 
ries produced hy the “Fugi- 
tives” exploded on the literary 
scene in the 1920s and their 
influence continues todav. 


Ransom, reached at his 
home last night in Gambier, 
Ohio, said he was grieved to 
learn of Davidson’s death and 
added: 

“He was a remarkable man, 
one whom I admired greatly. 
He was a pure Scotsman, con- 
sistent in all his views — and 
all who knew him came 
eventually to have great affec- 
tion for him, 


“WE HAD HOPED to see 
Donald again this past week 
in Dallas. He was much talked 
about there and all of us of 
the “Fugitive” yroup resolved 
to write him to tell him how 
we missed his presence, 

“He was a great teacher. 
My son, David, was a student 
of his at Vanderbilt and de- 
scribed Donald as the best 
teacher he ever had. 

“He remained a great writ- 
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er — and was doing much 
better in his later years than 
most of us in the Fugitive 
group, In fact, some of the 
best poetry of his life has 
been written in recent years,” 


TATE, A PROFESSOR: of 
English at the University of 
Minnesota, said last night, 
when contacted at his home in 
Minneapolis: 


“Donald Davidson was a 
great man, a fine wriler who 
| considered to be one of the 
foremost leaders of the South- 
ern literature renaissance of 
this century,” 


As the “Fugitive” move- 


ment waned, Davidson be- 
came one of the more in- 
fluential members of the 


Southern Agrarian movement 
of the 1930s, 

In the preface to “The At- 
tack on Leviathan,” Davidson 
ably expressed his conserva- 
tive beliefs, especially in re- 
gard to what he considered in- 
creasing centralization of 
economic and political power. 

“When these (government) 
agencies are discovered.” he 
wrote, “in the act of arrang- 


ing such intimate matters as 


one s income tax, or the edu- 
Cation of one’s children. or 
the veritable root and stock 


of his life, it is time for the 
layman to pul aside his awe 
and ask whether these people 


’ 


really know what they are 
talking aout, or whether they 
are, after all, not divine, but 
perhaps as fallibly human as 
oneself.” 


“LEE IN) the Mountains” 
was one of his most famous 
poems, and provided the title 
of one of his many books of 
poems. In that poem, he 
wrote: 

“But soldiers’ faces under 
their tossing flags 

Lift no more by any road 
or field, 

And I am spent with old 
wars and new sorrow. 

Walking the rocky 
Where steps decay 

And the paint cracks and 
grass eats on the stone.” 

Again, at another point in 
the poem, he asked: 

“Why did my father write? 
1 know he saw 

History clutched as a wraith 
out of glowing mist 

Where the tongues are loud, 
and a glut of little souls 

Laps at the too much blood 
and the burning house. 

He would have his say, but 
1 shall not have mine.” 


path, 


Dr. Davidson is survived by 
his widow, Mrs, Theresa Sher- 
rer Davidson; a daughter, 
Mrs. Eric Bell Jr.: and four 
grandchildren, all of Nash- 
ville; and two brothers, John 
W. Davidson of Princeton. 
Nl, and William W, Davidson 
of Athens, Ga, 


